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To  me,  a  tuneful  line  is  dear ; 

And  yet  it  only  wins  the  ear  : 

Verfes  ihould  win  the  heart  too — dulcia  funft : 

Such  verfes  fure  fuccefs  command : 

The  game  is  in  the  Poet’s  hand — 

Spadillo,  and  Manillio,  Basto,  Punto. 
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TO  THE  PUBLIC. 


READER, 

P  LEAS  ANT  and  numerous  are  the  volumes  in 
ana;  viz.  Scaligeriana^  Thuana^  Menagiana^  Hue-^ 
iiana^  Chavreana^  Carpenteriana^  &c.  to  which  I 
have  added,  for  thine  amufement,  Findariana.~ 
May  the  fpirits  of  Chaucer,  of  Shakefpeare,  of  Cer¬ 
vantes,  of  Rabelais,  of  Sterne,  of  Fontaine,  of 
Tibullus,  of  Horace,  of  Martial,  of  Theocritus, 
and  my  great  old  Coufin  of  Thebes,  have  enter¬ 
ed  my  Portfolio,  and  animated  my  leaves ! 

Ah !  may  no  eye  wax  dim  upon  my  page  ; 

The  lid,  all  heavy-laden,  dully  clofing ; 

The  drooping  head,  as  though  from  palfied  age. 
Reclining  lumpifh  on  the  breaft,  and  dozing  ; 

While  from  th’  ungrafping  hand,  tremendous  found, 

The  poor  forgotten  volume  greets  the  ground  ! 

May  no  faftidious  Critic  be  able  to  fay  of  my 
lucubrations  what  the  blafpheming  Dr.  Johnfon, 
with  his  oracular  and  growling  pompofity,  af- 
ferted  of  the  fublime  OlTian — “  that  as  good  a 
thing  might  be  written  by  many  men,  many  wo¬ 
men,  and  many  children !” 

B  z 
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GricvM  fliould  I  be,  could  my  poetic  fpawn 
Produce  one  melancholy,  dawning  yawn. 

O  let  me  feel  the  Mufe’s  warmth  divine ! 

Perdition  feize  a  foporific  line  ! 

Ne’er  may  the  leaden  lumber  load  my  brain  \ 
Avaunt  the  fleepy  verfe  !  confound  the  fong 
That  dragging,  heavy,  fnail-like,  crawls  along  \ 
Oblivion,  bid  thy  mud  overwhelm  the  ftrain  ? 

I  hate  it,  as  old  Snuffle  I  abhor ; 

The  Parfon  who,  with  one  unvarying  tone^  , 

Sets  all  the  jaded  audience  in  a  fnore — 

Such  the  ftrong  opiate  of  his  drowfy  drone. 

Nor,  O  ye  Pow’rs  of  Poesy,  be  mine 
The  roaring,  bluft’ring,  mad,  and  bullying  linCy 
As  though  the  Mufes  all  were  lying  in 
Of  fome  wild  Calihanijh^  mountain  form ; 

An  earthquake,  or  vulcano,  or  a  ftorm. 

So  huge  the  found,  fo  horrible  the  din. 

Nor  let  me  prove  fo  pompoufly  dbfcure — 

A  mode  of  writing  I  deteft,  abjure  ; 

With  ftiff  inverfions  the  poor  fenfe  to  Ikreen 
From  ev’ry  aching  brain,  and  poring  eye. 

And  in  a  rage  to  make  the  reader  cry, 

<<  Why,  what  the  devil  can  the  booby  mean  ? 

^hus  too  with  epithets  to  cannonade  us, 

“  As  if  the  bead  were  vomiting  a  Gradus  /” 

Let  me  not  adl  the  goofe,  fcreaming  and  waddling, 
Poking  his  filly  head,  in  mudpools  paddlings 
No  !~with  a  lofty  pinion  let  me  rife  ; 

Face  with  an  eagle  wing  the  folar  beam. 

Drink  with  undazzled  gaze  th’  effulgent  dream. 

And  with  the  rufh  of  whirlwinds  fweep  the  fkies ; 

Thence, 
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Thence,  in  an  inftant  be  the  hunable  Wren, 

Twitt’ring  his  love-notes  fweet  to  Miflrefs  Hen.  ’ 

O  Versatility,  I  hold  thee  dear ! 

The  Proteus  pcnver  be  mine,  to  take  each  fiiape  *, 

Skip  like  a  Will-o’-wifp — be  here,  be  there  — 

Now  the  grave  moralift,  and  now  an  ape. 

Now  roar  the  favage  of  the  Lybian  (hade,’’ 

Where  Horror  liftens  to  the  fhrieking  ghoft ; 

Now  Pompey  in  Belinda’s  bofom  laid, 

Or  whining,  pawing  for  a  piece  of  toaft. 

Now  roll  the  Monarch  of  the  ftormy  Deep, 

The  floundering  terror  of  the  finny  race ; 

Now  the  Aim  eel,  of  ponds  fo  lucid,  creep  ; 

Now  leap  a  falmon,  and  now  glide  a  plaice. 

Thrice  happy  change  of  foul-delighting  fong  ! 

Were  this  mv  talent,  blefl:  would  Peter  be  [ 

But  who,  alas  !  is  thus  divinely  ftrong  ? 

Shakespeare,  that  envied  pow’r  I  mark  in  thee. 

Let  me  inform  thee,  Reader,  that  no  order 
will  be  obferved  with  refped  to  the  various  pieces. 
Thou  wilt  receive  them  as  they  leap  from  the 
Portfolio  ;  fo  that  there  will  fubfift  as  little  con¬ 
nexion  betv/een  one  and  another,  as  between 
Lady  Mary  and  the  Graces,  Lord  Th— -w 
and  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  Signor  Marchesi 
and  Creation,  Sir  Joseph  Banks  and  Philo¬ 
sophy,  Sir  William  Hamilton  and  the  Secrets 
of  Mount  Vesuvius,  Judge  K.  and  a  whole 
Bottle  of  Port,  Judge  B.  and  Reprieve. 

Various  will  be  the  fubjects  of  the  Muse. — 
Ode,  Elegy,  Fable,  Tale,  Ballad,  Epigram,  Is'c. 

a  Verfion, 
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a  Vernon,  at  times,  of  parts  of  the  venerable 

Claffics,  whofe  fpirit  has  been  but  feebly  tranf- 
fufed  through  our  modern  languages,  will  be 
given; 

Whofe  oalis  fo  lofty  (what  abomination  I) 

Ax&  chang’d  to  broomjlicksy  by  Translation  : 

Their  pyramids,  a  little  village  fpire  ; 

Their  Ikies,  blue  paper ;  their  ear-rending  thunder. 
With  lightnings  darting  danger,  blazing  wonder, 

A  poor  coal  coffin  bouncing  from  tlie  fire  ) 

Their  cities,  emmets  nefts — a  fpider’s  hole  ! 

Their  mountaius,  what  ? — the  manfion  of  the  mole. 

Too  oft  the  rofes  of  tlf  Athenian  vale 
Refign  their  bluflies  for  a  deadly  pale ; 

An  Attic  fun  converted  in  a  trice 
To  a  dull  torpid  cake  of  ffilv’ring  Ice  ! 

A  rill,  their  oceans  that  no  longer  roar  5 
Their  ftorms,  a  wdnd’s  fmail  whiftle  thro’  a  door ; 
The  fun-clad  eagle,  a  weak  ffick’ring  bat ; 

And  Afric’s  royal  brute,  [a  fqueaking  rat. 

The  Tender  Passion  wdll  make  a  prominent 
figure  oirthe  canvas;  and  why  not,  as  it  is  one 
of  the  moil  prominent  features  of  Nature  ?— 
Who  is  there  that  has  not  facrificed  to  the  amo- 
P.OUS  Goddess? 

When  dew-clad  Evening’s  modefi;  bluflies  fade, 

And  Nature  finks  amid  the  deep’ning  ffiade, 

And  Labour  paufes  on  the  fainting  light  5 
When  beetles  hum,  and  bats  in  circles  fkim. 

When  liills  and  hamlets,  trees  and  tcw’rs,  grow  dim, 
And  Sii.ENCE  deals  upon  the  gloom  of  night; 

With  joy  I  tread  the  fecret  grove. 

To  meet  the  idol  of  my  love. 


What 
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What  a  monfter,  -who  never  felt  the  Soft. 

Emotion  ! 

Ah!  whence  art  Thou,  cf  wealth  the  Have? 

Go,  feek  the  haunted  gloom,  the  grave ; 

Whofe  eye,  on  Money  taught  to  roll. 

Admits  not  Beauty  to  the  foul : 

Fly  thou  the  day,  who  fcorn’ft  the  Fair, 

For  thou  wert  born  an  imp  of  Care. 

But  who  art  Thou,  witli  anxious  eye. 

With  panting  hope,  and  melting  figh. 

Who  biddeft  tempting  gold  depart. 

And  only  woo’ft  the  Virgin’s  heart  ? 

Go  thou  where  Beauty  holds  her  throne  ; 

For  blifs  was  form’d  for  thee  alone. 

Next  to  the  Contemner  of  the  charming  Sex, 
is  the  Savage  who  abufes  it.  Poor  Marian  ! 
fweet  is  thy  fong  of  forrow ! 

MARIAN’S  COMPLAINT. 

Since  truth  has  left  the  fhepherd’s  tongue. 

Adieu  the  cheerful  pipe  and  fong; 

Adieu  the  dance  at  doling  day. 

And,  ah  F  the  happy .  morn  of  May. 

How  oft  he  told  me  I  was  fair. 

And  wove  the  garland  for  my  hair  I 
How  oft  for  Marian  cull’d  the  bow’r. 

And  fill’d  my  lap  with  ev’ry  flow’r  I 

No  more  his  gifts  of  guile  I’ll  wear. 

But  from  my  brow  the  chaplet  tear  ; 

The  crook  he  gave,  in  pieces  break, 

'  And  rend  his  ribbons  from  my  neck. 


How 
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How  oft  he  vow’d  a  conftant  flame^ 

And  carv’d  on  ev’ry  oak  my  name  ! 

Blufli,  Colin,  that  the  n^uounded  tree 
Is  all  that  will  remember  me. 

Rich  fragments  of  the  Tragic  and  Comic 
Muse,  not  forgetting  the  Muse  of  Ballad, 
yclept  Opera,  will  occafionally  pour  their  co- 
rufcations  through  the  work. — Moreover  will  I 
prefent  thee  with  delicious  fcraps  of  Criticifm  : 
thou  flialt  likewife  have  Apophthegms — fo  that 
a  part  of  my  labours  may  with  propriety  be  bap- 
tifed  The  Wisdom  of  Peter.  The  Wifdom  of 
Solomon  is  well  known.  Plato  and  Xenophon, 
the  two  famous  difciples  of  Socrates,  gathered 
the  good  things  of  their  fublime  mafter,  fancy¬ 
ing  every  fentence  that  dropped  from  his  mouth, 
a  gem  of  ineftimable  value.  Pythagoras  uttered 
fage  maxims  for  the  benefit  of  pofterity.  Nor 
did  the  good  Marcus  Aurelius  think  it  beneath 
his  dignity  to  turn  colledor.  The  Eaftern  he- 
mifphere  glitters  with  apophthegmatic  conftella- 
tions ;  and  now  behold  a  Bard  refolved  to  add 
a  ftar  to  that  of  the  Weft. 

Reader,  thou  fhalt  have  more  than  all  this. 
Thou  fhalt  be  prefented  with  fome  of  the  Travels 
of  the  Bard,  who,  like  the  Hero  of  the  Odyf- 
fey,  mores  hominum  multorwn  vidit  et  urbes.  But 
exped  no  wonders,  as  I  am  neither  a  Mande- 
viLi.E,  a  PsALMANAZAR,  nor  an  Abyssinian 
Bruce.  Unfortunately  I  have  met  with  no  ‘‘  An-^ 
ihropophagi^  and  men  whofe  heads  do  grow  be= 
aeath  their  fhoulders.” 
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How  many  Numbers  I  (hall  offer  thee,  is  a 
myftery  even  to  myfelf. — Should  we  not  be  eaten 
up  by  the  threatening  and  hungry  Sans-culotes  ; 
by  the  bleffing  of  Apollo  and  the  Nine  Ladies, 
a  handfome  volume  or  two  may  be  produced  j 
and  to  give  thee  my  fentiment  on  the  Sans-culoies 
fubjed,  I  really  think  we  fliall  not  be  devoured. 

Howl  thyfelf  hoarfe,  wild  War — of  this  fair  Isle 

The  happy  natives  (hall  for  ever  fmile, 

While  by  thy  rage  the  kingdoms  bleed  around ; 

Safe  as  the  chirping  birds  amid  the  Oak, 

That  bids  defiance  to  the  tempeft’s  ftroke, 

And  keeps  with  ftern  fublimity  his  ground. 

\ 

Adieu. 
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PINDARIANA. 


PROLOGUE. 


TO  THE  CRITICS. 


Now  Winter  gathers  all  his  glooms. 

And  faintly  Sol  the  world  illumes; 

Weak  wanderer,  Ikirting.pale  the  fouthem  fky, 
Yet  fquinting  on  the  old  blue  road, 

In  fummer  with  fuch  fplendor  trod. 

Now  far,  alas !  above  his  wat’ry  eye. 


Well!  juft  as  Winter  comes,  fo  drear. 

Behold  the  Man  of  Rhymes  appear  1 

Much  like  the  woodcock — bird  too  often  bit ; 
When  out  are  dogs,  and  fportfmen  dire. 

To  try  to  fit  him  for  the  fire; 

DoomM  foon  to  turn,  poor  fellow,  on  the  fpit ! 

Lo,  from  his  (heltVing  (hade  he  vainly  fprings  1 
'  With  bleeding  bread,  cruftiM  ^egs,  and  broken  wings. 
And  fcatter’d  plumes  a  cloudy  and  hanging  head, 
Down  falls  the  emigrant^  a  lump  of  lead ; 

Soon  feiz’d  by  Tray,  expeifting  much  applaufe. 

Who,  wriggling,  brings  the  prisoner  in  his  jaws. 
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Thus  may  it  moft  unfortunately  be, 

Moft  venerable  Greybeards,  with  poor  Me  5 
Condemn’d,  for  want  of  poetry  and  wit. 

To  turn  perchance  upon  your  piercing  fpit  I 

Yet,  Sirs,  I  thank  you  for  all  favours ; 

Hoping,  moreover,  they  won’t  be  the  lajl : 

And,  Sirs,  whatever  fate  you  may  allot  me. 
Thanks,  thanks,  that  hitherto  you  have  not  {hot  me. 


So  much  to  the  liberal  Critics  -what  fhall  I  fay  tO‘ 
the  illiberal? 

Kake,  if  you  pleafe,  the  kennel  of  your  brains. 

And  pour  forth  all  the  loaded  head  contains ; 

I  fhall  not  fuffer  by  it,  I  am  fure  j — 

Nay,  my  poetic  plants  will  better  thrive; 

Exalt  their  heads  and  fmile — be  all  alive  ; 

As  mud  is  very  excellent  manure. 

Brother  Authors,  attend  to  the  wifdom  of 
Peter.  Are  the  cries  of  the  malevolent  and 
envious  againft  you  ?  Be  filent,  and  let  your 
works  fight  their  own  battle. — Are  they  good  for 
nothing  ?  Let  them  die. — PoiTefs  they  merit  ? 
They  need  not  be  afraid. — Bid  your  minds  then 
fit  calmly  on  their  thrones,  amidfi:  the  hurlyburly 
of  critical  attacks. 

Go  take  a  leflbn  from  rious  Sun, 

Who  v/hen  the  elei^  .  -ether  run 

In  wild  confufion— dearth  and  wind  and  water, 
Ijooks  on  the  tumult  down  without  difmay, 

Nay,  bright  and  fmiling — feeming  thus  to  fay, 

‘5  Lord  !  bnftling  Gentlefolk,  pray  what’s  the  mat- 
ter  ?” 
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HYMN  TO  THE  GUILLOTINE. 

Daughter  of  Liberty,  whofe  knife 
So  bufy  chops  the  threads  of  life, 

And  frees  from  cumb’rous  clay  the  fpirit  ^ 

Ah !  why  alone  fhall  Gallia  feel 
The  beauties  of  thy  ponderous  fteel  ? 

Why  muft  not  Britain  mark  thy  merit  ? 

Hark !  ’tis  the  Dungeon’s  groan  I  hear ; 

And  lo,  a  fqualid  band  appear. 

With  fallow  cheek  and  hollow  eye ! 

Unwilling,  lo,  the  neck  they  bend ; 

Yet,  through  thy  pow’r,  their  terrors  end, 

And  with  their  heads  the  Sorrows  fly ! 

O  let  us  view  thy  lofty  grace ; — 

To  Britons  (hew  thy  blufliing  face. 

And  blefs  Rebellion’s  life-tir’d  train  ! — 

Joy  to  my  foul !  {he’s  on  her  way. 

Led  by  her  deareji  friends.  Dismay, 

Death,  and  the  Devil,  and  Tom  Paine  !  • 

Be  deaf,  O  Man,  to  the  infinuations  of  Pride. 
It  is  the  poifonous  weed  of  the  heart,  that  fuffers 
not  a  flower  of  beauty  or  fragrance  to  bloom 
near  it. 

Boafl:  not  of  .the  antiquity  of  thy  line  ;  for,  to 
thy  mortification,  be  it  known,  that  the  Family 
of  the  FIogs  was  created  before  thee. 

What  can  the  nvifejl  boaft  ?  alas,  how  little  ! 

Then  Pride,  be  fparing  of  thy  fancy  fpitde  ; 

Nay,  do  not  fquirt  it  in  the  humhlejl  face ; 

The 
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The  wheel  of  Fortune  is  for  ever  turning  ^ 

Joy’s  birthday-fuit  may  foon  be  chang’d  to  mournings 
lsIiMR.ODs  become  the  viBims  of  the  chace. 

\  es,  Pride,  I  hate  thee — canker  of  our  nature  ! 
Why  look  contemptiloiis  on  a  fellow-creature^ 

Becaufe  it  is  a  monkey  or  a  pig  ? 

2  hey  too  have'  qualities^  or  Fm  mittaken  : 

What  man  excels  a  hog  in  making  bacon? 

What  mortals,  like  a  monkey,  dance  a  jig  ? 

What  man,  from  bough  to  bough,  like  Jacko  fprings. 
Ingenious  rogue  !  who  twills  his  tail,  and  fwings  ? 

Dare  we  defpife,  becaufe  they  cannot  preachy 

»  ■ 

Forfooth,' ungifted  with  the  pow’rs  of  fpeech  ? 

,  That  were  a  joke  indeed  to  make  a  fong  : 

Ah  me  I  what  numbers  of  the  human  race' 

Moll  fortunately  had  efcap’d  difgrace. 

Had  Heav’n  forgot  to  give  their  mouths  a  tongue  ! 

In  vain  I  preach — -Pride  laughs  at  all  I  fay  ; 

Refok’d,  the  fool,  to  keep  her  dijiani  way* 

THE  PROUD  OLD  MAID. 

A  winking,  hobbling,  crabbed,  proud  Old  Maid, 
Whofe  charms  had  felt  a  heavy  cannonade 
From  Time’s  ilrong  batt’ry— -to  whofe  lofty  nofe 
.  A  rotten  reputation  was  a  rofe. 

Liv’d  in  a  country  town — there  fpit  her  fpite, 

And  dwelt  on  Scandal’s  ftories  with  delight. 


Proud 
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Proud  of  her  name  (though  poor)  indeed  was  she; 

In  genealogies,  an  epicure ; 

Knew,  to  a  hair,  each  perfpn’s  pedigree. 

From  that  of  fplendor,  to  the  moil  obfeure. 

Madam  Georgina  Howard  was  her  name; 

An  appellation  always  carrying  fame. 

As  ev’ry  Howard  kins  with  Norfolk's  Dtjke  ; 
Moreover,  ev’ry  Campbell  of  our  Ifle, 

Cobler,  or  chimney-fweeper,  claims  Argyle  ; 

And  eke  to  Queensb'ry  doth  a  Douglas  look ; 

Boafting  a  certain  portion  of  that  blood. 

Not  to  be  walh’d  away  by  Noah’s  flood. 

Cousin  of  Norfolk,  would  (he  often  name. 

When  Conversation  alk’d  for  no  fuch  kin; 
Cousin  of  Norfqlf  then  untimely  came  ; 

Nay,  by  the  head  and  JhouJders  was  lugg’d  in. 

This  Lady,  on  a  certain  darkfome  night. 

From  cards  returning  by  a  lantern’s  light ; 

The  lantern  by  her  fervant  Betty  held. 

Who  walk’d  before  this  Dame,  to  ihew  the  way ; 
When  thus  it  happen’d,  fadly  let  me  fay. 

Such  is  th’  unhappinefs  of  blinking  Eld — 

As  her  two  eyes  fo  dim  could  only  f^are. 

And  therefore  wanted  cleaning  and  repair  ; 

Againft  fome  head,  her  poking  head  fhe  popp’d — 
Dafli’d  with  confufion,  fuddenly  fhe  flopp’d. 

Drew  back,  and  bent  for  once  her  rufly  knee — 

I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,”  faid  fhe  : 

Then  follow’d  Miflrefs  Betty. — ‘‘  Blefs  us,  Bet, 
Tell  me,  who  was  the  Gentleman  I  met ; 

Whofe  face  I  bounc’d  fo  hard  againfl  with  mine  ?% 

Bet 
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Bet  could  not  for  her  foul  the  laugh  refift — 

A  Gentleman  / — a  Jack-afs^  Ma’am,  you  kifs*d ; 

I  hope  you  found  Jack’s  kifles  very  fine.” 

««  An  Afs  /”  with  anger  fwelling,  fcreech’d  the  Dame, 
An  Afs  i — Lord  !  Betty,  I  ftiall  die  with  Jhame  / 
Give  me  a  knife^/’//  fpoil  the  rafcal’s  note  : 

Give  me  a  knife — ^I’ll  run  and  cut  his  throat* 
Betty,  don’t  fay  a  word  on’t — that,  alas ! 

I  curtfied,  and  alk’d  pardon  of  an  Afs 


I 


